ERECHTHEUS.

Unprofitable ; if this were wind that speaks,

As much its breath might move you.   Thou then,

child,

Set thy sweet eyes on mine ; look through them well;
Take note of all the writing of my face
As of a tablet or a tomb inscribed
That bears me record; lifeless now, my life          390

Thereon that was think written ; brief to read,
Yet shall the scripture sear thine eyes as fire .
And leave them dark as dead men's.    Nay, dear child,
Thou hast no skill, my maiden, and no sense
To take such knowledge; sweet is all thy lore,
And all this bitter; yet I charge thee learn
And love and lay this up within thine heart,
Even this my word ; less ill it were to die
Than live and look upon thy mother dead,
Thy mother-land that bare thee ; no man slain     400
But him who hath seen it shall men count unblest,
None blest as him who hath died and seen it not

CHTHONIA.
That si^ht some God keep from me though I die.